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Night Shift 


All things considered, it wasn't a bad hospital. He didn't particularly want to be there but he didn't really have 
a choice. Not since the car accident had left him with a broken leg. At least it was a comfortable bed, a few 


hot meals and, most importantly, free drugs. 


They'd been very lucky. Five guys crammed into a small car and Steven had been the only one to get away 
with injuries. It was still a pain. If any of the others had broken a leg they could still play their instruments. 
But for him it was going to be six weeks of hell. Six weeks of no drums, no moving and, most importantly, no 
partying. He was going to be laid up somewhere, counting down the days until the plaster came off. Still it had 
to be better than odd position the doctors had put him. His leg was suspended in some contraption over his 
head, painfully stretching the muscles. He ground his teeth as he tried to get comfortable but it was a losing 
battle. No matter how much he twisted and turned, his leq was staying at the unusual angle. /m never going to 
fuckin’ sleep, he thought with a quiet groan. 


Suddenly the door creaked open and Steven angled his head so he could see who was coming in A smiling nurse 


poked her head in. 


"Just wanted to let you know that we're leaving. If you need anything, the new shift just clocked on. Good 


night." 


The door clicked shut and Steven craned his neck to look through the window. Through the slats of the blind he 
could see that the sun was beginning to set, reds and oranges starting to flood the sky. Had he really been 
trapped in this tiny room for nearly a day? The accident had happened sometime this morning as they 
travelled home from some party. Like the drug fiends they were, they'd cleaned out his pockets and called him 
an ambulance before doing a runner. He'd sat in the crumpled remains of the car, screaming blue murder 
after them until the EMT's had arrived. That was the last he'd seen of them. As far as Steven was concerned, 
he was dead to them until he turned up. Cold fear raced through his body. What if they finished off his 
stash? They had the gang mentality but he wouldn't put it past them to stuff themselves full of his little pile 
of drugs. 


With darkness beginning to flood the room, Steven reached to the tiny control panel beside the bed. Above the 
bed, a little light clicked on, a pool of bright white covering the sheets. He wasn't going to sleep so the next 
best thing was to lie and day-dream. Day-dream about what he was going to do once the heavy prison of a 
cast was off. He smiled as images of girls and parties flowed through his mind. He wondered if he could get 
more sympathy with a broken leg. Now, that would be good. The smile widened as the pictures changed to girls 


waiting on him hand and foot as he lay on a couch with his leg resting on a pile of pillows. 


The sound of the door opening again forced him out of his dreams. A man, dressed from head to foot in white 
and with a fabric mask tied over his nose and mouth walked in. The door swung shut behind the doctor as he 
approached the bed His hair was piled beneath a hygienic hat, a few wavy strands escaping to curl against the 
forehead. In the small amount of light, Steven was sure he recognised the partially hidden face. He shook his 
head, concluding it had to be a doctor who had seen him earlier. The deep brown eyes creased into a smile as 
the man reached into a bedside drawer and pulled out a small bottle and a syringe. Painfully Steven moved his 
head so that he could watch as the clear liquid flashed up into the syringe. The doctor gently rubbed the 
crook of Steven's elbow, the eyes never losing their small sparkle of happiness. Steven winced as the needle slid 
beneath his skin, a fluid warmth shooting into his veins a second later. His vision came and went as the doctor 


leaned closer, his covered lips touching his ear. 
"Sleep well, Steven" His eyes snapped open to lock onto the man's as he pulled away. 
"Slash?" he choked. 


The man stayed quiet, still smiling as he backed out of the room, the door slamming shut in his face. Confused, 
Steven felt his body begin to drift, muscles relaxing as his mind came and went, eventually falling into 


unconsciousness. 


wvunu 


Steven didn't know how long he'd slept for before hearing the door open again. Cracking his eyes, he saw 
another white-coated figure walk in. They were dressed exactly the same as the last, looking like a medically 
inclined ghost. In the dim light, Steven could see that he was carrying a jar of something in one hand. The 


doctor quietly closed the door, flicking the lock as he did before setting the jar on a table. 


"Mr. Adler." The voice sounded vaguely familiar to Steven but thanks to whatever was coursing through his 
veins he couldn't place it. "I'm just going to do something to stop the blood clotting in your leg" 


Moaning quietly, Steven nodded and closed his eyes only for them to open a second later as his thin pyjama 
bottoms were cut away from his legs. Cool air wrapped around his naked skin and he found himself snapping 
awake. Craning his neck he watched as the doctor silently took something from the jar. The light glinted off the 
tiny wiggling thing he held between two fingers. Steven let out a gasp as it was placed against his groin, locking 
on and beginning to suck. Again and again, tiny slimy creatures were taken from the jar and attached to his 
naked skin Steven felt himself giggle at the soft suckling, the creatures moving against his skin He wasn't 
surprised when his cock began to stir, poking up. Reaching down, he let is fingers stroke over his hardening 
dick, feeling it twitch and strain, before his hand was carefully removed. Looking up, he watched as the doctor 
held his hand tightly, plucking another of the creatures from the jar. He squirmed as the creature was placed 
over the head of his cock, its tiny mouth attaching and beginning to suck, drawing out the pre-come. Steven 
groaned and closed his eyes, a tiny smile on his lips. He didn't know if this was normal practice but he didn't 
care. It felt fucking great and he wasn't going to complain. Fingers carefully removed the engorged creatures 
only to replace them with more. Steven moaned, aroused, as they carried on their vampire-like feasting of his 
cock and balls. They wiggled and stroked like a hundred slippery fingers, silky smooth against his skin. Arching 
his back as best he could, he came, moaning as his semen filled the little creature at the tip of his cock 
Panting, he watched as the creatures were plucked away and dropped back into the jar by his head. Tendrils of 
blood and semen oozed from their bodies, floating into the water they lay in. 


With tired eyes, Steven watched as another needle was filled and pushed into his skin. Again, the same warmth 
as before flooded his body, sending him off on a wonderfully relaxing trip. The doctor bent close to him and 
Steven caught a glimpse of their bright green eyes as he pressed his hidden lips to Steven's ear. 


"Sleep well, Steven" As he drifted back to sleep, he finally placed the voice. 


Axl. 


wun 


Steven's drug induced dreams were haunted by his mysterious visitors. They came and went, drifting in and 
out of view, only their eyes visible amid the white clothing they wore. Were they who he thought they were? 
Or just came and went thanks to whatever he was being given? Had he really been sucked off by leeches? 
From his position near the ceiling, he saw his body shudder at the thought. Somewhere below him, the door 


clicked open and he raced back to his body, waking as another, much taller white-coated doctor stood over him. 


The mars lightly tanned skin seemed to glow in the tiny light while big eyes seemed to dominate the sliver of 
exposed face. If the last one had been Axl and the one before had been Slash, was this Duff? Steven weakly 


watched as the mysterious doctor wheeled in a stand, a bag and long hose dangling from it. 


"What're you going to do?" 


The eyes creased, the doctor obviously smiling. "You've been lying down for a while Mr. Adler so I'm going to 


give you an enema." 


Steven's eyes widened a little. He'd heard about them from guys who got their kicks from such procedures and 


Steven wasn't sure if he wanted one. 
"Is it gonna hurt?" 


The man just smiled as he prepared a lethal looking metal tube. Steven watched, his breathing rasping, as a 
clear gel was stroked onto it. Up and down. Up and down. Steven's eyes followed the man's fingers back and 
forth as he coated the dull metal. Finally, after what seemed like hours of tortured teasing, the tube was 
screwed onto the end of the hose. A moulded plastic bucket was removed from a hook on the stand and 
positioned between his legs. 


Horrified, Steven watched as the tube and hose disappeared between his legs. In the low light, he could see the 
man's eyes glinting, flecks of light flashing off them. Cold metal touched his puckered hole and Steven let out a 
low cry as it was pushed into him. He didn't mind the odd finger or cock up his ass but this was just 
downright weird. It was cold and smooth and oddly. nice. Like some kind of strange, medical dildo. He groaned as 
its smooth curves brushed over his prostate, sending tingles straight to his cock. It was pushed in and out, in 
and out. Over and over again, every time rubbing against that damned sweet spot. Groaning and closing his 
eyes, Steven slid his hand down his body and grasped his aching cock. As he began to stroke, another sensation 
swept over him as a warm liquid flooded his ass. His eyes snapped open and his hand sped up as the water 
came and went, pumping in and pulling out. The doctor's eyes creased into a smile as he watched Steven's 
furious rubbing. It was almost if the sadistic bastard knew what would happen. There was no way out, no 
escape from the onslaught of sexual depravity. He had to carry on, had to finish and see it through to the 


end. 


The water continued to flush his system, making him feel good. It was like nothing he'd ever experienced and 
he'd decided to remember this one for when he finally found freedom from the hospital. Not that he wanted 
to right now; he was having more fun than he probably should be having. 


Thanking his lithe, drummer's body, Steven reached around the cast and grabbed his balls, squeezing them in 
time to his stroking. He could feel his orgasm building, his balls tightening and cock hardening. A split second 
later and the tube was removed, sweeping one last time over his prostate. Steven's voice bounced off the 
walls as he came, stringy ropes of semen landing on his chest. He was still panting and stroking his softening 
cock as something pricked his arm. The heavenly lightness swept through his body as he heard the three 


magic words. 


"Sleep well, Steven" 


wun 


He had to admit that whatever they were giving him was great. The drug dreams were great, random 
hallucinations of colour and feeling. Pleasurable feelings floated through him, making his skin tingle. Whatever it 


was it seemed to stop him caring about the intrusive procedures and just focus on the end result. 


Steven floated away again, flying above his body, doing loops of the room. Giggling, he twisted and turned, 
bouncing off the walls and the ceiling before the slight turning of the door handle signalled that someone else 
was entering. Hovering over the door, Steven watched as yet another white-coated and covered doctor walked 
in. Flying back to his body, he woke just in time to see a pair of dark eyes look into his. Strands of rebellious 
black hair escaped from the head covering. There was only one person this could be. Steven managed to crack 


his mouth into a tiny smile. 
"Izzy?" he hoarsely asked. 


The eyes just stared at him, unresponsive, not giving anything away. The man moved back, reaching into his 
pocket and pulling out a pair of rubber gloves. With a deafening sound, he snapped them over his hands before 
reaching back into his pocket. Steven smiled, wondering what weird, but strangely pleasurable, act would be 
carried out on him next. With his bottomless eyes on Steven's, the doctor pulled out a tube and began to apply 
gel to the fingers of his right hand. Like a thief in the night, he disappeared, only to appear at the foot of the 
bed a second later, the low light turning him into a ghost. Steven moved as best he could to watch, the man's 
eyes permanently on his as he bent between Steven's spread legs. A gasp escaped Steven's mouth a second 


later as a finger was effortlessly slid into him. 


The finger, cool with gel and latex gloves, swept over his prostate with every movement. Steven closed his 
eyes as bolts of pleasure shot through his body, his cock once again springing to life. It throbbed and ached 
against his stomach, demanding attention as the finger continued to assault his sweet spot. Sliding a hand down 
his body, Steven grasped his cock and began to stroke in time to the moving digit. Suddenly his hand was 
batted away. Irritated, he looked down to see the dark pits of eyes staring at him. They creased a little as the 
other gloved hand took hold of his dick and began to stroke it for him. Smiling, Steven watched for a moment 
before lying back and letting the doctor do his work. In, out, up, down, it was a constant, relaxing and 
pleasurable experience. The hand had a firm grip on his cock, almost as if the doctor did it every day. Maybe 
he did? Maybe this was his job? The smooth latex felt strange against his skin. Strange, but nice and he wasn't 


about to start complaining. 


Steven felt his body tighten as his orgasm approached. His hands tore at the bedsheets and tears dripped 
from his tightly closed eyes. Something was placed over the head of his cock a split-second before his orgasm 
tore through him. Letting out a guttural groan, Steven came, his sticky sperm filling whatever covered his dick, 
warm droplets sliding back down his skin. The fingers gently stroked his softening dick before pulling away and 
dropping it back between his legs. 


His body was tired and shaking, sweat quickly drying to his skin. Completely exhausted, Steven opened his eyes. 
The doctor was screwing a lid onto a small jar. A small jar which contained Steven's sperm. He frowned at the 


doctor and was given a half-hearted shrug in way of reply. The jar was laid to one side and the doctor quickly 


returned to Steven's side, slipping in and out of the feeble light. The drawer was quickly opened and Steven felt 
a smile twitch his lips as another syringe was filled with the mind-altering fluid. The needle was jabbed under 
his skin and the drug began to flow into veins. But instead of falling back into a heady sleep, Steven found his 
body snapping to attention. His eyes bulged open and he panted as his heart pounded in his chest. 

The doctor leaned close to him and a familiar, husky voice whispered. "Wake up, Steven 

The words repeated over and over again in his skull as his body shook, forced out of its relaxed state. 

Wake up, Steven Wake up, Steven. Wake up, Steven 


wun 


The strange chant looped over and over, becoming clearer. Gasping for air, Steven sat bolt upright, eyes wide. 


His focus came and went and it took him several moments to realise where he was. 

He was lying, fully clothed, on a dirty couch back in the Hell House. The plastered leg was propped on one end, 
while Axl, Slash, Duff and Izzy stood around him. They all stared down at him as if he'd just landed from 
another planet. Scared, Steven tried to move, nearly falling from the couch as he did. A flurry of hands caught 
him and eased him back into position, 

"What the fuck - " he began, eyes wide and staring. "Where's the hospital?” 

Slash cocked his head, eyes hidden by a forest of hair. "You came home, dude. After they put that cast on 


Steven carried on staring, mentally demanding an explanation. He was at home, on a couch when five minutes 


ago he'd been strapped in a hospital bed being jerked off by someone he assumed was Izzy. 
"No, no, no. | stayed in overnight. You guys were all there." He wearily pointed to them. 
Izzy shrugged. "No we weren't. We've been here all night, man" 


"No. You. Fuckin. Weren't.” Steven felt a little known anger begin to boil up inside of him. "I was in a bed, in the 
hospital and you guys were all there. You did.. stuff to me." He shuddered at the memories. 


"Like what?" Slash put his hands on his hips. 


"You." He pointed to Slash. "Gave me some drugs that put me to sleep. You." He pointed to Duff. "Gave me an 
enema, which was the most fuckin’ uncomfortable thing ever. Izzy stole my sperm and Axl" Steven glared at 


him. "Had weird little buggy things suck me off. 


They were staring at him, eyes wide and disbelieving, as he carried on glaring at them. A heavy silence fell 
over the room before Duff spoke. 


"Did they give you painkillers?" 


Steven turned and glared at the bassist. "| don't know what you fuckin’ gave me but it wasn't painkillers" A 
smile cracked his lips. "Whatever it was, it was fuckin’ fantastic." 


Duff sat on the floor beside him, fixing him with a stare. "Stevie, whatever you thought happened, didn't." He 
patted Steven's knee, quickly pulling back when the drummer winced. "Sorry. Anyway, you turned up here, in a 
cab yesterday. You've been sleeping like a baby all night." Duff shrugged apologetically. "Whatever you think 
happened to you didn't. Sorry, dude." 


"Yeah," Axl cut in. "The doctors must have given you something to numb the pain and it made you dream." 
Steven stared at them, eyes wide and almost sad. 

"It was great," he sighed. "Most fun I've had in ages." 

An irritating itch was grating at his left arm. Reaching over, he began to scratch it, his fingers brushing 
against something as he did. Looking down, Steven saw three tiny, bloody puncture wounds. Covering the fourth 
was a small, slimy black creature, gently sucking at his skin. Feeling nauseous, Steven rolled his eyes to look at 
the others. They all stood over him, faces set and emotionless. His eyes rolled into the back of his head and, 
just as he was about to pass out, a voice whispered, 


"Sleep well, Steven" 


~~~The End 


